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"When Mr. Sbnllcross had spoken to

me f what lie had (tone, and or what
lie ruH hound to suspect, 1 became ex-

ceedingly ai?ry. It reeuied to ie that
PQ0fle-Vi- fi the kindest and snobt

wri --acking their bruins to
niafec horror vm of trifles- - I concealed
ny fivtia? as well a I could, for I did
not wfaa to quart!, but with tut intent
la r-- to Mr. Sballpross that the blov.-b- e

ijl urmmoned oot of the regions of
bit- - iiuajrimuiou could not have been
made wtofo an ad, I went to a hard-
ware tfiore. Tliere I found that Uie

adae Lead were told separately from
the handles, and while 1 was looking
at tfme oX the foiuier, 1 noticed that
their Ifeaumter ends had square surfaces.
I looked nv otters and others; the hammer
ends were all square. Then I asked the
dealer if bj ltfid any with round hammer
ends, to widen he replied that they were
net iimde la that way.

At another jriaec where they sold hard-war-

I thelrhammer
cuds were square. I went Into a curpeu-terf- i

shop and tHlkel to the man about
putting 'in some shelves in my office.
"White we were speaking my eyes ramhied
about tu searr-L-i of adzes. I taw one; its
hammer end was square.

I did not return to Sir. Sballcros."
oSSce Depressed instead of encouraged,
1 mwl to my own. From what I liad wen
of adce and from what 1 knew of the
length of thir handles, 1 could uot but be-

hove ULul a strong man could reach out
or f!w window and strike a falling blow
with ooe. It was certain that Mr. Archi-
bald Ktfford owned su adze, the hammer
cad of which bad a round Mirface about
two inches hi diameter, and which was
wtWce any oUn-- in the town. Koran hour
at least I sat and thought. To suspect tlie
father of Natalie of a murderous assault
wa futmstftAe for me, but it was as plain
as daylight toat other people were doing
that thtagi The consequence of their
hmiMomh wUd be tt rible, would be awful
ueyoed comprehemaou It Itentten 1 "arris
nboirtd die.

In the cam of this assault it was not
protoatile that I would be asked to take
part m nay way, but in it 1 determined
to laVe part. 1 would devote mytelf y

and whullj, by night and by day,
wit jnind and body - with even money, if
accessary -- to the discovery of Reuben
Farrts' aauuaati, and to Uie removal of
everj suspicion from the father of Natalie-- I

kew a., well as I knew anything that
bheee two ijects were the same.

The tNiKiness of a detective is fascinating
le a great many people, and it has always
been wui me. bat now it possessed an in-
terest which, overshadowed every other
oarUiiy purpose Apart from my desire to
farther cue ends or iuntic-e-, I wa going to
eater Ifce field in defense of the future of
Natalie, ia defens,- - of my own future-I- t

ttajitst fttte crashed her father, it would,
through her, crush me. She might never
know it, hut I should he crushed. I rose u
my feet and swore that I would find the
iMtot who haC 'Committed the dastardly
crime v

in iajiup ny search for the assassin
my xniod natwaliy inclined in the Uirec-tm-

of Ir TLtimer. but reason soon told
me thb was foriish. The man bad been a t
home ia Patlmry during tlie whole of the
ntcnt of the a&iault: but be migiit liave
emiflwyed some oue to do the deed. This,
to Mijr mind, was the most natural aspect
ol She case.

As a probable iastrument of Latimer's
villainy I thought of the man Hatch. It
would have been a o,k1 scheme for Hatch
to station himself in the back office of
Mr. Kifird, in'o which he could easily
have dtoubed fnan outside, ami it would
have very prudent for him to supplv him-
self wltsh a pecuhfct adze belojiging to llr.
Ktiffurd. Of couoe le would have returned
it aftr he had ufeed it, so that if ait im-

mediate search were made it would liave
been found ia Mr. Kefford's
But I aleo considerea that a little fciter
jLatMiter may nave thought it wlte to
prevent Mr. Kef ford from concealing
tlite adee and to have it removed to
Hatch's house a here it would be kept
ready U. produce in case Alr.Kefford stiould
be l tight to trial for Uie assault upon
Parris.

That afternoon I walked out to Hatch's
htWfeg. He wa not at home, but in the
back yerd there want log, one side partly
hewa, and by it stood the adze which ie
had borrowed- - I went to It, I examinea
it; 1 luenuired Um dutmetfr of its liaiumer
liead- - Mr. ShaHcroas liad been oorrect,
that ihameter was aovut two inches- -

I &ued and looked at the adve. TIhj
theaght came into my nrind tltat ner-lutt-

it woaW Im a good thing to take
It mm! hurt it into a creek wbicli ran
aeartoy. u do anything; to Irtdc it and
get rid o fit- - Hut a moment's reflection
tM me that this w.iuld be foolish, and in
th vt iMoment, an inoidVut mailt me

Ghat it would be imKisibIe. A
man, dressed in ordinal y clothes, butwlu.se
face was familiar to me as a i,Hoeman,
anjrcaei me and carelejsly remarked
that be supposed I had come out to look at
tlat ao&e- - Tise lawyers ld been talking
a good deal it. he said, and tii.it lie
liadhs. sent ottttert keep an eyp on it.

TiHjre Is tobody at home now," said he,
bt I stll stay around here keepm out

of sight, am) watch for an y hotly who comes
t talk abiMt It. I guess Owre will lhi
aojaebrdy or other who will take enough
interta. in that adze to come fooii and see
Hatch aitcal it: at least, that is Uie opinion
In town."

X tutde aomc casual remarks about the
advisabiHty of keening aa eye upon

le connected with
the crxe. bat I akl nothing which might
help anyone who had xuspinioiis of Hatch.
If he lwd anything to do with the assault,
I wanted to lc-- Uie man to find it out and
fix th crime upon him. I spoke as if I
IfeMtKbt Vhe adxe of little importance, and
soml left the place.

I ronanued to walk for a little
and ikea csrowed tle oreek by a hrldgf,
in order that 3 might re tarn to town
through the woods-- On the bridge was
a toy flawlug. Prom my early youth I
bad been fond oi fishing, ami I ajo)ijd
to watch Mm. The fctrcain was miitc
deep here, atd he wat fJsaiag for cat fish,
wiaeh swim near the Iwttom.

PteaMHtty he flt a bite sad gave a Jerk.
Tea he began u haul ap hiFlmc.

"I gucM. I have gol one," said he.
""Fro'H the way you pull up," I

'it must be a pretty big fish."
'Oot. know altout that," faid the boy,

"I fcawe srot to pell tills line hard whether
anything is on it or not," and as he aid
thin ti end of tin line came up alvive ihe
water and lis pwung lton the bridge. Fast
to the Imok was a little cat fish seven or
tight inches long.

"1'oa we " said the boy, "why it is a
pretty lwavy line to pull up."

The boy took off his fish and I stopped
an. uxamined the fishing tackle whieii
lay on the floor of the bridge.

"Where did you bny this?" I a&ked the
tor wio was pitting his fish upon a
etnr,g with a few others.

A
GOMERANG

'detective story

BY

"I didn'c buy it," lie said, "I found it."
"Where?" I asked.
"In a gutter," said he.
I uskeda few more questions, and then

I tald I'd like to Tish. Will you sell me
yiur line? I'll give you 50 cents for it "
The i'ov looked at me astonished. It 1 liad
said 10 cents lie would probably have
LlKHtght it a good offer.

"All right." taid lie, "you can have it
for that."

I lu.nded him the half dollar, and then.
apparently afraid that I might recon-

sider the bargain, lie said that he goessed
he had better hurry home if he wanted to
get his fish cooked that day, and ho forth-
with departed.

I stood upc n the bridge seeing nothing
tliat was about me, but with my brain
filled with a tumultuoub crowd of ideas
which seemed intent upon driving out my
reason and n y senses These ideas soon
formed themselves into a regular sequence
wih n horrible and awful conclusion
which chil'.'Ml me as if I had been sud-
denly turned into ice.

1 now knew that my work a? a detective
had suddenly come to an end. I had
succeeded in mj seaich for the man who
hi.d stricken lteuben Farris to the earth,
who, pemaps, had murrtered him.

That man was no other than myself!
Motionless, 1 stood upon the bridge,

still holding in my hand the fishing tackle
1 hud purchased from the boy, still that
awful proceitn passing through my brain
always emiing with the figure of Reuben
Farris stretched on his bed in the hospital."
41 y mind was stunned- - I seemed to liave
lost the power of thinking- - 1 was merely
the prej of thoughts which came to me
"unbidden and relentless.

Suddenly I heard a rustling sound; I
started fughtei.ed. It was but a hiid Hying
out of a Lush, but it startled me into my
tenses. I knew I was frightened. Quickly
1 cut the leaden sinker from the fishing
hue and threw the latter with its hooks
into the water. Then witii the sinker in
my hand, nud my hand In my pocket, I
walked toward the town.

Xo ensin of events could be clearer or
better defined than those which led from
me to the man in the hospital. I had al
ways been fond of fishing, and before I
came to CamtKiTough I used to fish a good
deal for perch in the Delaware River, using
a very peculiar tacklecalled a bow line, or
dipsy line This jtpparatus, which w.is
intended to catch several fish at once.
wjik lowered to the sandy bars frequented
by perch, by meanbof a leaden sinker, gen
erally called a dipsy lead, very heavy and
of conirsl form its hrosd base enabling
it to rest upright on the bottom- - I did
not now use a bow line, but among my ef-

fects I had found a dipsy lead which Tor
somp tinu-- liad done service In my office as
a paper weight.

Oh the-- evening of August 21 1 had been
sitting in my of flee, which was on the
third floor of the building in which the
roomsof Mr. Kef ft rd Were situated. I was
not In a pleasant humor; my mind fj,
irritated, and It annoyed me to think that
it was so. I had been more deeply tout lied
by the manner in which I liad been ignored
in the matter of Nicolas Kefford's will
than I imd supposed. With the Kefford
ffimly, and wiUi evcrjone else, I had en
deavored to treat the mutter as if It Were
quite mtturnl that I should not be retained
or consulted regarding tiicaffalr; but when
I found mvself alone in my office 1 could
not treat it in tiiat way 1 was ver much
vexed and piqued.

Suddenly my cogitations were broken in
up n by the lugubrious wail of a cat io
the street below me. This sound wa-- a
disagreeable one to me at all times, but
In my present state or mind it enraged me.
I s"i?ed the first heavy object which
came to hand, which happened to be the
dipsy leHd, and, rushing to the open win-
dow, I looked out. There I saw in the
darkue a light-colore- d object 'Moving
011 the sidewalk. Instantly I hurled my
dipsy lead at it with all my strengMi.
I heard a thud, but whether my miwile
liad lut It object 01 had meraly struck
the sidewalk, which in this back street
was not paved, but covered with gravel.
I did not know, nor did I care. I could
riot tee into the darkness, and if I hail
duven the cat away I was satisfied. I
returned to my table and my thoughts,
and soon afterward went out.

Koi until I had stood on the bridge by
Uie side of the boy, gazing with astonish-
ment at the heavy lead which was attach-
ed to his little line, and which I knew to
be my own as soon as my eyes fell upon
it for T had molded it my&elf, after a f ahh-io- n

winch suited me --had I remembered
what had occurred in my office on that
fatal evening; but when the boy had told
me he hnd lound this dipsy lead in a gutter,
and when, upon further questioning, he said
that it was in a gutter of Decatur street.
Just bn.-- or theolfice buildings, and that
he liad fo jd It on tiie day after what he
called "Uie Karris- - Murder," I had remem-
bered everything.

lteuben Karris had worn a d

felt l.at, and when I had looked out into
Uie darkness below my window, I hadseen
nothing but this hat moving beneath me.
At this hat I liad hurled my dipsy leatl
and it nd struck Farris fair on the top
of tne head, the broad flat botoin of the
leaden whip coming hoiizontnlly down
ward because it was the heaviest port
of the sinker It hnd broken througn
the skull of the unfortunate man, forc-
ing downward not only a circular piece
of the skull, but that part of the hat
witli which it fame in contact- - As I
had noticed when examining the hat the
Impression of the heavy object wi th whir-i-i

Karris had been stricken down was well
marked. Thf lend had rolled off into tte
jrutur where the boy had found It the
next day.

I reached the town and liurried to tny
offwe, fortunately meeting no one. 1

went into the building by a back way,
and as I passed the place when- - Kar-
ris hud fallen I shuddered as If I liad
seen the accusing blood Trom the wound
of a corpse

The first thing I did when I reached
my mom ww to measure the lower surlace
of the dip Irad. It was exactly one inch
and aowr.-cighth- s in diameter. This, 3!
lowing Toi a thickness of felt all around
Uie bottom edge of ihe lead, would prob
ably make a fracture two inches wid.
With 2fr. Kefford'.s adze the circular fra.'
lure would hnve been fomewhat larger.
Every link in my chain of events wis
perfect.

The dips;- - lead safe in my hand. I sat
in my nora and asked myself what I
was to do now. My first impulse artor
measuring the lead had been to nurry
to the courthouse and tell the sheriff ex-
actly what had happened: to free the
father o Natalie from all suspicion and
to show that the blood or Reuben Farris
was on my hands -i- nnocent hands i3 I
had always supposed them to be.

But the remembrance of the words used
by the boy made me hesitate. It this
should be murder, If E.uhen Farris sho'iid
r.on be dead, or should die, what then?

"Wiiat I had done was a piece ot crimi-
nal and unpardonable carelessness, fal-
lowed l v the most terrible injury to a
fellow-mi- i. If tne ca should be regarded
la that light by the authorities, I ougm, to
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be willing to suffer any punishment which
the law might inflict, and If this punish-
ment should be in the shape ot damages to
Farris should lie recover, I would iiiosu
cheerfullv accept the penalty and sacrifice,
if necessary, all the property from whl h I
derived my income.

But, it Reuben Farris should not re-

cover, the case would be very different.
Then it would be a matlcrof life atid-ieat-

to me to prove that when I hurled rrum
my window that heavy leaden miosile,
I thought I w.-i- throwing it at a cat and
not at Uv head jf a man. Itwasgoueraliy
believed tliut Uie assailant ot Farrii
been waiting Tor him at an open wmciov,
knowing that le vouM probablycome Mo.ig
Decatur street. Why should 1 not have
been waiting for him at an open window
far above iilm and safe from observation?

Everybody kntw that I hnd ngrat in-

terest in the ICeiford will case, and con-

sequently in the appearnnce or the non-
appearance of the man who had been tiuit
for to testify in that case. I had frequently
discussed thomutter With my acquaintances
lu the law and out of it, and I did so the
moie zenlously beer use by avoiding the
subject I might have led persons to
suppose that my feelings were hurt- - It
was known, too, that I was paj lug inten-
tions to Miss Kefrord, and that I was a
warm friend or the family, and in fact the
more 1 thought of it the more plainly it
seemed to me that it might reasonably be
suspected that I might have been actuated
by a very strong desire that Farris should
xot testify regarding the Kefford will. If
he should .swear that lie had witnessed the
will, the fortune if the deadKerford V3H

lost to his relatives. There were chances
that he might so swear, and I was known
to be a young man of quick temper.

"Why should not the story of the cat
appear absuid and ridiculous? What man
of average sense would stand at a third-stor- y

window on a rainy night, when
footsteps ci.uld carcoiv be heard and when
it was so dark that people on the sidewalk
could not be plainly discerned, and hurl
more than a pound of lead at something
which possibly might be a cat? Whatrea
son l.id 1 to expect that 1 should bo aMo
to convince a court that I was a silly
fool and not an intending murderer?

"When my thoughts had gone thus rur,
I put the dipsy lead in a drawer, which I
locked, and then I hurried to the hospital.
I had been tocre before and had shown, I
hoped a creditable interest In the unfortu-
nate man. and now 1 tried hard to ouhn
myself down into the nppenranee of one
Influenced by such creditable interest and
nothing more- - It might-hav- been better for
me to have stayed uway from the hospital,
for when I was told that although the
operation l.ud ben considered successful,
the patient was still in an insensible con-

dition, with vitality so low that al any
moment he might cease to breathe. I fear
that I showed an agitation scarcely less
than that which would liave been produced
by the news of the dangerous condition of
a Ioced relative- - It might well be asked
why, under ordinary circumstances, I
should be so alfected by the danger of a
pen-o- with wh.:n 1 was not acquainted.

all that night T fonsideredrrom every le

point of view my terrifying situatiou.
New reasons for .suspicions of me con tinu-ill-y

cropped up. If I had accidentally
sn:ck a man senseless, why should 1 hee
waited five days before I announced the
fact ' Why siould I lmve allowed one a
the best men in the town, a man whose

I hoped to be, to rest so long
under the suspicion of a foul crime? Why
should 1 wait until I should see. whether llr.
Kefford was likely to get into serious
trouble before I came forward with this
trumped-u- p story ot a cat?

And there was Natalie! If she hud bj
this time found out that suspicion was
gathering around her father, what would
she say when I told her that I had waited
five days before avowing myaeir to be the
culprit? If she believed I had entirely for-
gotten what I had done, then it would
almost be as bad as if she did not believu
A lawyer, whose buMncds' it is to discover
criminating facts, but whose Judgment and
memory are so frtil as to muke him over-
look the facts in such a
case, mast be almost as despicable as a
man who commits a crime and Ilea about It.

I became indignant at fate. Why should
I loaccverytliing worth havinglu this world?
Why should t give up my love, my prospects,
my life, because I had committed a care
less faulf Why should I suffer the terri-
ble punishment which might follow the
avowal of my part m this tragedy, of which
.tragedy, at the tune it was committed, I
was absolutely Ignorant?

Tn the town ol Camborough, in fact in
the who'e world, there was no one who
could help me answer Uiesc questions.
If I told my seciet to anyone I would
have no right to ask him to keep it
a secret, aud ue would have no right to
do so. How I cursed myself for the egre
gious vanity which had urged me to
push mjseir into this affair. Of course,
it whs a good motive which prompted
me to give all i.ossihle assistance in the
.search for a criminal and to clear a good
man fiom suspicion, but that had not
been all my motite. I liad wanted to
show Camborough what I could do by
my.self. I had wanted to produce the
enn1rr.1l, and now that I had found him
I w'aaal raid to produce him. IT I hid kept
In my proper place no one would liave ever
known that I had done the deed, fot
I should nut have tuspected it myself.
It was as it a native Australian had
proudly hurled a toomerang at an enemy
and the murderous missile had returned,
striking him fair in the forehead.

I hud reached the point now, when I
considered only myself. The thought
that my avowal would relieve Mr. Kef-
ford or suspicion grew of less and less
Importance. I said to myself that there
was really nothing to positively connect
him with the crime. He might suffer, but
not as I Kunuld suffer. I could not make
up my mind to shatter my lite.

I row In the morning withoat having
decided whe' her 1 w ould continue to live
among the citizens of Camborqugh as a
free and resectable man, or whether 1

should deliver myself into the hands or the
law, for a crime of which I knew I was
not truly guilty. I was sitting in my of-
fice that morning iMiout 9 o'clock when
my friend, Craig Wilson, came in. He was
a j'oung lawyer about my age, but he
had iMJen longer 111 the profession, and had
ha d some experience. Wilson had scarcely
tcated himself when lie exclaimed:

"Old boy, you are not looking well!
Have you been reading all night, study-
ing up wills and assassinations? I
think you are putting too much of jour
nerve power into this business. Everybody
knows you are interested, and that is all
right, tjut there is such a thing as going
too ftT, evru in a good cause. You want a
rest. hat do you say to going out fish
loir this afternoon?"

"rishingt" I exclaimed.
"Yes," said Wilson. "I had an idea

were going into that line again. I know
you usc-dt.- . be a gi eat fisherman, and Billy
Saunders, the son of our gardener, told me
that yesterday you bought a fishingline of
him and paid him some fabulous price --
a clnliar or two, I think, he said -- for one
of his o'.d lines. That looked to me like-- a
bad attack ot fishing fever, andmy opinion
is that it is the sort of disease that Would
do you good. Shall we start out alter
luncheon"'

"No," said 1, I cannot possibly do it; it
will be utterly out of the question "

Ihlnk I said something about au engage-
ment, but I do not remember. My mind
was entirely occupied with a new fear a
fear that this crime might be fixed upon me
without my confessing it. The boy would
he a witness to .prove an extraordinary do
sire on i.,y part to possess myself of the
missile with which Farris had been struck.
I did not want to talk, but I must aay
Bomethiajr.

"Is there any new'a," said I, "about the
man in the hospital?"

"No good news," replied Wilson. "In
fact,thert dousa't sut-i- to bo anything good
about tins unfortunate affair, and I must
admit it has an effect oh me as well us on
yourself, although you have much more rea-
son to take it roughly than I have. I
stopped at the ho3pitul late last night and
heard that Farris had had a very bad turn
At one time In packed up a little, as if his
lile were doing its bsst to stick to him. It
would be very bad If ,he should die, for
between us things are looking very shady
regarding Kefford Of course tne evidence
against him is very slight, but it is all the
evidence there is against anybody. I am
very much arraid. very much, indeed, tbufc
if the inaa dies. It will, ba absolutely neces
sary to take Mr Kefford into custody"

"Never!" 1 exclaimed, springing to my
feet. "Ue is as innocent as a babe; and
the thing was not done with an adze."

I was on the point of saying more, but
I restrained my;clt. This was not the
place to toll my story.

"Cool yourseir down, my boy," said
"Wilson, also rising, it is all right for you
to think that way, and I give you credit
for it- - I know vou have been making ex-
periments with hammers and tilings, and
I know how you feet toward that family,
but don't get yourself excited. That
will do nobody anj good "

When V Ukol left me my mind was made
up. Every suspicion must instantly bo
cleared from Natalie's father. I took
the dip1- - lead from the drawer and put
It into my pocket. Then I arranged
some of t'jo papers In my desk, which I
closed and locked", I put In order the things
on my table; I closed the window and went
out ft the office, locking the door behind
me. 1 might never ee that room again!

(To Be Concluded.)

LOCKED UP WITH A MANIAC.

It was on therifth daj or qur voyage, as
we were amusing ourselves on deck, that a
message was brought to me to say that
Mr. A would like to see me inhi& cabin.

I liad no difficulty in finding his room,
and vas metutthedoorbyMr. A himself.
He shock hands very cordially and In-

vited me to enter and take a chair. No
sooner liad I done so than he cerefully
locked the door. Thinking this rather
strange , I inquired as to his illness. Ue
did not reply for some tune anil then said.

"I am not 111. I sept for you," laying
his hand on a large knife, "to cut your
tlnoat.

He was a man I liad not before particu-
larly noticed, but now, as I looked up. 1
fully made up my mind that he was a
maniac.

I am not a coward, yet even now the
thought, of that monieutmakcs me shudder.
Th;re I was. in a remote part of the ship,
alone with "a madman ot twice mj
strength, without a chance to escape
meansto givcnzialarirr.aud beiugunnrmed,
quite at his mercj.

I had lifttid ol ttheroniev.,liat similar
rases, and, though a j;ro in the profes-
sion, had had some, experience among

I knew, UTcrerorc, that resistance
wculd be of the leas sen-Ic- e to me, and
that apparent acquiescence would he best,
AU this, quickly Hashed through my mind,
and, accordingly, felgnfug the utmost In-

difference I could, JT "said:
"Ah, yes, Mi A , to oesure It Won't

take long, will it?""' :
"Oh, no," said he, cal;;ily surveying the

knife he now held lu Ids hand. "Oh, no,
the Job is quite a light one."

Ileie he poured out aglnss'of wine and
bfgired me to drink il. As I did so an idea
struck me, and I said:

"By the by. Mi. A- -. your knife doesn't
look very wbarp, the iracnea fo tough, you
know, and will want some cutting."

lie looked hard at int. as if to read my
th ughls, hut attei a time, conviced that
my suggestion was a good one, and exam
ining lib, knife more closely, he taid.

"Yts, doctor, I think jou are right. A
little grinding will do no harm t.o, if jou
don't mind waiting, I will just run to the
carpenter's shop."

This was exactly what I wanted, as, feel-
ing sure that he would not lock the door
after him. I thought my escape would be
easy. What was my dismay, then, on his
departure, at finding that it ivas locked
as securely as before.

I pussed up and down in despair; tore
at the tfoor; flung open the porthole win
dow and shouted with all my might; but
all without avail.

'lime went on, minute by minute, and he
could not be long now. In the fienzy of
despair I groped about, from corner to
cornei , in search of some weapon of de-
fense; but no, not even thP merest stick,
not the smallest thing upon which to lay
hands. And then I heard footsteps ap-
proaching in tlie distance.

1 felt my pulse quicken; my brow grow
hot. Impulsively I threw off my coat,
got to the farthest end or the room, and,
standing as defensively as possible, re-
solved t.) fight to tlie last.

I remember, then, the door bursting open.
and the entry of A , not alone, as I
thought, but securely pinioned and at-
tended by two or the ship's crew, in
charge or the seoond officer.

Tlie relier of the moment was so great
that it completely prostrated me, and my
nervous system was much shaken for
sonic time, while the intensity nn'd real-
ity of my situation often now makes me
reel something akin to what the con-
demned, about to be hanged, must experi-
ence

I learned afterward that the peculiar
and evened manner of the maniac, the
lajgc knile in his possession, and his anx-
iety to sharpen it drew suspicion on him,

, with the fact that I had been
called to see him, induced the officer to
secure him and come to his cabin.

For the lemalnderof the voyage he was
kept securely confined, and watched day
and n'ght, and, on arriving at New York,
was handed over to the proper authoil-ties- ,

who, on investigating the case, found
that the man had escaped from a private
luuatic asylum near Liverpool, and liad
by strategy and cunning eluded tlie vigi-
lance of his keepers' and taken passage
'n our vessel. He was, I believe, trans-
ferred to England again, though, hap-
pily, not under my care. --Loudon News.

In Eute September.
Among tiie hardy marigolds
The ilcy gilly-flow- unfolds,
And in the elm the cat-bir- d scolds.

With saucy outspread wings;
To mellow sweetsi tlje pippins speed,
Tlie sunflower disks are brown witli seed.
And round about them flnches feed
. In clinging yellow rings.

Tlie latest poppy fires are dead.
But bright as bloottig overhead
In shining sheaves of bronze and red

The frost-tippe- d pear leaves show;
Wlule from their branches blackbirds sing.
Or break to noisy chattering,
And slender silken cobwebs string

The tall grass down below,

Along the uplands, faintly seen
Across the fallow fields between,
Tlie winter wheat grows bravely green

Bespit e the coming cold;
And studding nil the stubbled ground,
In tasseled shocks the corn is bound,
The ripened ears heaped close around

In piles of purest gold.

To smoky wreaths along the ways
The newly-kindle- d brush-heap- s blaze,
And filmy veils of purple haze.

Mesh all the amber air;
Among the fleeces of the sheep
The yellow sunbeams softly creep,
And sweet contentment, wide and deep,

Broods gently everywhere.
Evaleen Stein.

THE ABSENT-MINDE- JONES.

Jones couldn't help it. He was born
that way. As a baby he couldn't remem
ber his nursing botUe or rattle box five
minutes after they were out ot his hand.
Sometimes lie remembered that his motbtir
was a woman he had seen around the
house before, and sometimes he looked
upftn her as an utter stranger. On rare
occasions he recognized his father, and
there were times when he seemed to
feel at home in the house.

As u baby Jones was a side show. He
wah named Henry, but it jou called him
George or Jake or Hanna it was all the
same to him. He was as bright as the
average boy, but he simply couldn't remem

ber. Every page or ills lesson in school
vas new to him, and it wasn't half the
time lie could remember the name of tlie
teacher.- - nis mother fretted and wor-
ried, and his father scolded and thrashed,
but tlie boy did not Improve. They finally
got a phrenologist to examine his bumps,
and tlie verdict was:
"He was born that way, and you can't

do anything with him. J uat let him make
the best of it."

The ' nest'' wns to let him go his way
and do us he pleased, and he grew up
into a fairly good man. To the wonder
of all lie turned to business and dis-
played an apitude for It. His real'
troubles begun when he got old enough
to escort the girls about- - If introduced to
a strange girl he would invariably lead off
with:

"Very happy, Indeed; but haven't we
met before?"

"I think not."
"Ferliaps not; but I was thinking I

asked you to marry me."
"No, air."
"I must be mistaken, of course. Didn't

we ever court?"
"No, sir."
"I thought we hud. Just excuse me,

will yot:?"
And half an hour later he would be

likely to stare at her for a moment with
troubled countenance, and then say:

"Let's see! Didn't I nsk you to marry
me a litle while ago?"

"No, sir."
"I thought I did. Excuse mc, and I'll

try to remember you better."
Oncday he came home with a very serious

look on his face, and when asked what was
troubling him he replied:

"Have we gqt a cook named Mary?"
"No; her name Is Jane," replied his

mother.
"Does she expect to marry me?"
"Of ('nurse, not. What put thatidea into

your head?"
"Why, I'm almost sure I asked some-

body's cook, named Mary or Jane or some-
thing, to marry me. Please go and ask our
cook if she is the one."

His grandmother came on a visit, and the
day after her arrival ioung Jones called her
into another room and confidentially

"Iteomesallttlehurd forme to remember
everything, you know. In talking with you
yesterday did I ask you to marry me?"

"Why, mercy, no!" gasped the old lady.
"Are you sure?"
"Of course, I am! The idea ot your ask-

ing jour grandmother to marry you!"
"Well maybe l didn't," he sighed; "but

I was talking with you and one or two
other women, and it seems tome that I pro-
posed to one, at least. If it wasn't you,
then it wasoueof the others."

It was a nine-day- wonder when be got
married, end later ou It was ascertained
Uiat he had been enguged-t- o twenty-tw- q

different girls. That is, he had popped the
questio" to'iiatmauy. and whether all had
accepted or rejected him he could not re-
member. One day he overtook a girl on the
village street, and otter walking a block
or bo he suddenly asked:

"Miss Angell, T don't remember homo
things very clearly. Kor instance, did I
ever tell you that I loved you?"

"You never did," she replied.
"Well, I wIhIi to tell you so now. Per-

haps, I never asked you to marry me?"
"Never."
"Then I ask you now."
"Yes, I will marry you," replied the

girl, who knew Jones to be a very worthy
young man, and who was in every way
worthy herself.

"I thank you very much. When shall it
come oft tomorrow?"

''No the daj after."
"Very well. We will liave a quiet mar-

riage at your house the day after to-

morrow. I must try and remember that.
Just excuse me. will you?"

And he left hci to run across the street
and into a grocery a ud sa y to Uie proprietor:

"Say, Billings, do me a favor, will jou?"
' Of course. "What is it?"
"I'm going to marry Sadie Angell Thurs-da- j

evening. Please help me to remember
it."

Billings agreed, and about every two
hours he had a hunt up young Jones
and jog his memory. The Jones family
alno helped him to remember, and al-
though the bridegroom-elec- t did go orr

on the marriage daj they got him
bacic in time for the marriage. Two hours
after the ceremonj however, while lie
was circulating among the guests, he met
the Iride and smilinglj- - asked:

"Miss Angell, did we or did we not
get mairied this eveniug?"

"Whj-- , of eours we did."
''I thought M). but wasn't quite sure

about it. All right; I'll remember that
wp did."

As a family man, Jones had a house in
tlie center of the Wock. For every time tie
stopped at his own gate he passed it ten
times. II owns just as apt to walk Into any
other house as his own, and people used
to gather to see him doit. When the baby
appeared he said he would try and remem-
ber that it was a irirl and his. His wife
put a bnhviutothec-n- -- she bor
rowed twins, andeventnplets.andhe never
noticed the difference- - One day he left i
six mouths' infant in the crib and went to
business t noon time he found a babj-tw- o

jvars old, kicking up its heels in the
.same place, and tie made no remarks
whatever.

Jones bought and shipped produce. He
wasn't quite so abscnt-nuude- d when doing
business, but it was hard work to keep
track of things. If he bought fifty dozen
eegs ot Blown he had to write it down
in four or live different places, aud even
then he was likely to get the item mixed
witli ten liarrelsof apples bought or Green.
Ue would trj-- to collect a debt five or six
times oer, but as an offset would alwajs
pa J' oer and over again, ir demanded.
He set out for the country one daj' with
$."00 in cat-- in his pocket to buy produce,
jut after me or two purchases he lost him

self, and was not fotnd foe two weeks.
It was an actual fact that he forgot his
town and mime, and he had about con-
cluded tliepurchaseoranoldsawmill.when
an acquaintance happened along and tcld
him who he was and where he belonged.

"Then I an Jones?" queried the absent
minded and astonished man.

"Or course are!"
"And I live nt Greenville?"
"Certainly. I liave known Tor years.'"
"Well, ir I'm Jones, and live at Green-

ville, I guess I'd better be jogging along
home!"

Tnere were times when Jones forgot
that he was married, and it was one of
these lapses which brought his death, ir
he wasn't bothered with business he re-

membered that he lmd a wife and two
children. If business matters vexed him
he might say to any woman who entered
his store:

"A dozen eggs, eh? Certainly. Madam.
I clo not lemember little details as well as
I wish I did. "Were we ever married?"

"No, sir."
"I didn't know, you know. Didn't I

ever ask you to marry me?"
"No, sir."
"Didn't I ever sit up with you Sunday

I nights?"

"Never, sir!"
"Well, I'm probably mistaken, nndyoull

please excuse me."
The woman was likely to go home

aud tell her husband, and the latter would
rurfi over to Jones to exclaim:

'See here, now, but you'll get your head
knocked ofr it jou talk to my wife that
way again!"

'Your wire' But I don't oven know
your wife!" the arrtouished-Jone- s would
reply.

'nut she was just in here after eggs'"
'Was Uat y..ur wife? Well! Well!

And all I paid to her was to ask it dl'o
liked boiled egga."

As a fa' rt of public test of Jones' ah
he was told oue morning

tliat five men had been killed at tlie rail-
road depot. He expressed his sympa-
thies, ard ten minutes later he was told
the sumo thing over again. Thio waa
continued until he had beeu told fifteen
Uines. Then a man dropped in and care-
lessly inquired:

"Well, Jones, uny news todaj-?- "

"Not a bit," replied Jones.
"Wasn't there an accident somewhere

around town this morning?"
"Haven't heard ot any."
""Vhnt w.ip Griggs telling you half an

hour ago"'"
"Griggs? Griggs? Oh, yes, I remember;

Griggs, tlie carpenter. Lat'ssee? Let's see
Why, he was saying something about an
earthquake in Japan, I believe, but I
didn't pay much attention!"

A few weeks ul ter tliat Jones had togo to
IndinnapoJls on buMiWija. He had his er-ia-

written down in Tour different noto
books, aud there was iiop that lis would
accomplish ir. At the hotel lu Indianapolis
he met a widow who was traveling and
hadlostliet moneyby theft His sympathies
went out at once, and in his mental ex-
citement lie forgot Ids past particularly the
fact tliat he was a married man.

He beg-i- to talk tenderly and kindly,
and within five minutes had offered him-
self in marriage The widow sized him
up for a good man aud accepted him, and
tlie marriage ceremony took place in the
the hotel parlor net morning. An hour
later Jones was recognized bj- - a

aud of course he was in hot
watet. They tn--d to make the widow
understand that he was an absent-minde- d

man aud meant no wrong, but excuses
didn't go down with her. He had com-
mitted bigamy, and she felt so wronged
and insulted thut she caused Iris arrest at
once. V. hen Jones was arraigned ail he
could say was:

"Dear, dear me, but I'd clean forgot
that 1 ever married. I'm not sure if E

really ever did, but if thej-- say o I shall
ha. o to believe ft."

Tiie j:dgesaid that matrimony was too
sacred to be trifled with in tliat way, awl
Jones was sent to jail until be could get
bail. There was a delaj- - of two or three
w eeks, and lie caught a heavy cold lu
his damp cell, and died of pneumonia be-

fore the case came to trial. "When his
wife came on to see him she upbraided
l.im. as was natural, and he replied"

"How was I to remember, when I had
forgotten nil about t? You ought to have
tied u string around my finger or put it
down in the benks."

if Jones had lived the bigamy case
might liave gone hard with him, but the
widow couldn't get revenge on a dead
man. An hour before he died, ami when
they told him that death was near, he
quietly replipd :

"So I';n going to die, eh? It sort o
seems as if I had died before, but niebbe
ncr. I'll try and remember about it this
time, however."

CHARLES B. LEWIS

THE CAUSE OF REFOKM.

"It's not that I've become convinced of
the sinfulness of gamccof chance and re
formed," said the thoughtful-lookin- man.
"Nor is it that I have lost confidence in
mjr luck, or that I'm afraidof arrest. None
of these could have glwn my taste for faro
the jar that it received last week.

"I dropped Into a CVark-sfcre- place with
a Sr0 bill that had been paid we-- all thut
was due me unUl the end of the month.
Twenty dollars' worth of chips Uiat I
bought to start with were gone before I
fully realized what had happened. That
was all I had intended to allow myself to
lop, but after standing around and watch-
ing for awhile, I decided to give the game
another run So I bought $20 worth more.

"My luck turned at once. In a short
time my pile had risen above fifty "When
it reaches ninety,' I thought, "I'll quit
Having paid out forty, ninety woukl leave
me a velvet of an even fiftj". For quite
a while I fluctuated around seventr-fiv-
finnlly a couple or good bets brought me up
to m even ninety."

" Vnd "ou thought you'd trj- - just oaeplay
more, md ended by losing all you'd won,
I sunpose?"

"No; different story tttis time. I tore
myself away from the table and cashed
iu, receiving a $30 greenback and two
twenties. I lert the place promptly and
went to tiie bank the next morning to
deposit my rifty.

'Hard luck, was the teller's remark,
as he clicked a little machine and tossed
my bill back with the word 'counterfeit'
stamped through it.

" "For heaven's sake!" I gasped, 'if
tint's counterfeit maybe these are, too!
And before I thought I pulled out the two
twentiea- - As I shoved them under the
grating I came back to my senses, aud
started to take them back. But it was
too late. The teller grabb-- d them, ran
his fingers over them, and returned them
in the same condition as the fifty. I
realized rlwt I had $10 to live on during
three weeks."

"Couldn't yon get any satisfaction from
the people j'ou won from?"

"I thought of that. The large man
who banks called another large man with
big hands; the least ot the forms of dis-

honest v of which he then accused me was
blackmail. I accepted his Invitation to
leave before pressure was brought to
bear." Chicago Tlnies-Herarl- l.

--A Blank Verse Check Book.
"Is there anything I can do for you?"

asked the man in the bank as she
drummed on the glass shelf with uervous
shyness.

"Yes, there is: if would be so kind."
"What is it?"
"Would j"ou mind giving me a check-

book?"
"Have yui a deposit here?"
"No. But my father has."
"Do j'ou Intend to keep au account here?"
'You mean, am I going to give j'ou anj

money to keep for me?"
"Yes; tliat is what it amounts to."
"Oli, yes,' she replied, with cheerful

alncrity "Some daj'. Just as soon as I
hear from mj publishers."

"Very well. As soon as you are readj- - to
make a deposit, we will lie very happy to
give you a check-book-

"I need it right away," the young woman
protected.

"But yon can't draw any money, you
know, until j"ou have put some In "

"I don't want to Craw' out any money. T
have written a poem. It's ever so nice

' and all I have to do Is to copy it off. As
soon as T saw fa tiler's check book, It oc-

curred to me that It would be a splendid
idea to get one. My writing is very small
and I wouldn't object to the printing you
put in it In the least, because manuscripts
must be wvitten only on one side of the
paper, you know. I'll explain in a Setter
that they needn't paj anj-- attention to
your side or each leaf. I can number the
pages straight through and write the title
on the cover so that everything will be
as simple and convenient us any editor
could desire." Detroit Free Press.

OBSERVATIONS OF
AN AVERAGE MAN.

Many wise things have bcea written
upon reading and the proper way to read.
It was .Matthew Arnold who said: "Desul- -

toiy reading, well chosen, is restoring and
edifyiag." On the other hand, these safe
counsellors deprecate the habit of readinff
too much A wise man once bade his
youag friend remember that he was a man.
not a book, and, therefore, mu3t not bury
niniseifin a libiary, but mingle with men
In public marts. Pope defined a not un-
common character when he spoke ot "the
bookfu! blocknead Ignorantly read the
man who has read everything, and know&
nothing; the sterile pedant who can give
chapter aud verse, but never catches the'
true spirit of a book; who rends without a
glimmer ot imaginativeness or originality
of thought.' Hamilton Wright Mabie
speaks thus ot the trained reader "He
begins with rules, Uiaes and habits; these
are the mechanical side of his training,
but, when he ua3 learned his crafj, he has
long ago forgotten thorn."

To the professional reader, who reads
always with an object, It Is interesting
to get the views of a man who hasfrankly
been reading for pleasure all hits life- - One
of these average readers unfolded to ta&
sympatheUo editor the history of his ac-
quaintance with itooss: "I began to read
by accident. I travel a good deal, and a
I am not of a very sociable turn, I bad
to do something to while away the time.
You see, in some families the cldldren not
only inherit a taste for books, but absorb
it. They hear books talked a tout con
tinually, and get to feel Uiat they are
impci tar. t things; whereas there waa noth-
ing of the sort in Uie atmosphere ot my
home. There v. as plentyor money to spend,
butnoneor it wentfbr books -- except school
books - so it was only by accident I round
out hterature could add any pleasure to
nry life. Perhatis, though, I had some-
thing of the reader lu me, anyhow, or T
woukl never have thought of turning to
books, even ad a pastime.

"I don't care foi poetry except Kipling.
His 'Barrack Room Ballads' and Depart-
mental Ditties" are great books. There
Is such a jolly swiug about his versea."

"If yoi care for "swing,' yoa ougho
to lite James Whitcomb Ritey."

"Well, now, I don't. Riley is goody-good-

He goes in too moch Tor th9
domestic atrecttoas, and all that. I daa't
mean to de ry the domestic affeotiono'
bat Riley gives a kind of innsh-aal-mi-

view of human nature. Lots of bit
poems remind me ot those worked mottoes
they bang ou wails ia country place.
"Heaen. Hume and Mother," and that
sort of thing. That's what I complain
of many of the American writer- s- tfcey're
hypocritical. Kipling, now, never lauhei
the people he writes about any. better
than they would have beea under the
given circumstances. Can you Imagine
Biley making a soWier say that he waatd
to go back to the tropics, 'Where tfcere
aren't any Ten Commandments aad a man
can rate a thirst.' Riley's soldier weald
muse piously upon Ssinantba and heskiag
bees and crystal draughts froai the old
well.

'Stcvensun has the same kind of maa-!ine-

I've read every novel he ever
wrote, and only wish he'd lived to write
more. Crockett is good, too. only some-tine- :,

he is rather mealy-mouthe- and
doesu't seem to'reslise, as Stevenson and
Klphn-- 4 do. that times come when a man
must do a desperate deed without look-
ing cither before or behind. What I like
about S tevensou and Kipiir.g is that if their
ebaracte-- have anything to do, they go
ahead ami do it, ami don't tumble over it
a year -- like the people in that book of
lames', "KmharrasmeiH.s. Lord.I should
say it is well named. I stmk fast in the
middle of it. like a man in a bog. What
a lot of big words about nothing' That
fellow Jitmcs makes me think of a man
I used to know -- a little, spindle-shanke-

hollow--nste- d chap, with a thread of a
voire, bat he had that large way of talk-
ing. You'd hear him squeaking out

'immense,' 'vast.' "stupemiewb,
about the n.ost trvial affairs.

"George Meredith? "Well, he seems to
have a story in his head, and isn't afraid
to tell it: but he doeRn't know how. I read
one of his novels, ami I kept thinking all
the Wine that if he only knew the tale he
waf trying to tell, I could understand tho-s-

hints lie keeps all the time casting oue
It is like to the conductor on a
railroad train calling out Uie names of the
stopping places: if you knew tlie names
beforehand you might understand the
gibberish he shouts out; but it doesn't let
much light in on the raind of a stranger.
Same way with Carlyle. Once I got hold
of his 'French Revolution,' because I w-a- s

advised to and that reminds me that I
never took anybody's advice that I didn't
repent it. Rely on you own judgment;
tliat'. what it was given you for. A s I was
saving, I tackled the 'French Revolution,"
tmt I soon found that, unless I had that
historical epoch &t my finpers' ends, I'd
make nothing out of the book. Of course,
I may be all wrong, but it's my bumble
Idea that a book wiUi that title ought to
teach tlie reader eomeUiing about the
Frenbh revolution. I can't see why It
should be considered a mark ot mental
depth not to saj what you mean. It
seems to me more like s

as if the writer is not a clear thinker
hhueelf. and so he can't make his mean-lu- g

plain ; his readsr.
'I prefer a novel tlwt has style as well

as a story, but I never get very far In
oue Uiat is all style and no story. I'm
not quite so simple as you think, even it
I don't care for poetrj- - ami csa vs. Since
I have read so many works of notion t
am able to compare them. It Int suffi-
cient now for an author to say, 'The
rose and lily vied in Iter cheek, or He
was brave as a Hon and as strong as an
ox.' I know the difference between that
sort of thing and tlie description that
makes me seem to see neaiitiful women
or a gallant man. That "a one of the facul-
ties of Anthony Hope- - He brings a-- thing
right before your eyes and he doesn't
waste any time doing it. Yes, Hope baa
certainlj tliat 'speed, directness, lucidity.
which I.ang considers indispensable for
a writer of tales or adventure.

say he said tliat of the elder Du-
mas? Well, Dumas is a good old story
teller, hut it always struck me he's rather

It's Hope that lias the
'speed, directness, lucidity.' " So
you think a wltole world of delight in
closed to me by tlie narrowness of my
literary taste? That's all right," re-
sponded the average render, unblushinglj--.

'I've always read for my own pleasure,
not for the approval of others Doubtless,
it's a low thing to do, and I ought to te
verj-- much aehnmed of myself but some-
how I'm not." Minneapolis Times.

A Safe Action.
(From the Chicaago News.)

"Before stepping into hiscurringe, Presi-
dent McKiuley turned xndkissed hl pretty
niece, Mabel McKiuley," excitedly ex-

claims a faithful recorder of Presidential
events. This is much safer than kissing
somebody else'. pretty niece, or, indeed. Irt

hlsownniecea whack on theface,bar
it is not as sensational.

Tin JnaslcN of Chicugo.
From the Chicago Journal.

Chicago has been wearing a verysavngo
appearance during the past few days.
Chit-- f Kiplej has been fighting blind rn',3,
a farmer "clipped the tiger's daws,
and a man fought a bear hand to paw .


